)  mot  a  frieml  who  ask'd  of  me, 

"Howlo'i^'s  poor  Kate  .been  dea'l"? 
Lament ing  the  godil  cieatnre,gone, 

Aiirl  sorry  1  was  wed 
To  such  a  scolding  vixen, while 

He  had  been  far  away!  * 
The  truth  it  was,  he  chanced  to  come 

Upon  a  Washing  day! 

When'tis  scrub,  scrub  &c. 


I  ask'd  him  thpn,to  come  and  dine  

"  Come, come"  quoth  I,"Ods  buds! 
"  I'll  no  denial  take,  you  must; 

"  Tho'  Kate  be  in  the  su<ls !  "  

But  what  we  had  to  dine  upon 

In  truth  I  can  not  say! 
But  I  think  he'll  never  come  again 
Upon  a  Washing  day; 

When 'tis  scrub,  scrub,&c 


On  that  sad  morning,  when  I  rise, 
I  put  a  fervent  prayer, 
o  all  the  Gods,that  it  may  be 
Throughout  the  daj'  quite  fair! 
That  not  a  Cap  or  Hunilkerehief 

May  in  the  ditch  be  laid  

For  should  it  happeii  so,  egad, 
I  get  a  broken  head! 


When'tis  sci  ub  ,    scrub,  &c. 


